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Seville. In a picture of Christ crucified, now in the
Museo, you have a dramatic, religious, orthodox, and
realistic study that is not beautiful at all or sincere, but
merely a religious picture painted, as he was expected to
paint it, to impress the crowd.
Of Murillo so much has been written by those who
have loved him with enthusiasm, that in a chapter so
inadequate, where there is so much omitted that should
have been set down, and what there is seems now to be
but ill expressed, I hesitate to speak of a man that I have
not been able to love. But since an entire room has been
devoted to his work in the Prado, and the Museo of
Seville is full of his pictures, it may well be that I
am mistaken, and that he is a great painter after all,
and not merely a sincere, self-willed, and vulgar soul,
stupidly sentimental, sensual so sentimentally, as he
has seemed to me. Actual obvious things seem to have
overwhelmed him; he is delighted with the obviously
pretty ways of angels, the physical loveliness, bountifully
Spanish, of the Virgin, who even In this, too, has not
disappointed the world that he seems ever to have found
easily satisfied, full of superficial thankfulness. And
thus, not without a certain southern tactfulness, he
becomes a realist for whom the visible world does not
exist He can create a sort of life, too, just for a
moment, while you are looking, as it were, but after-
wards you find the picture has escaped you. And he
was content with just that; he was always winning
applause, his works are so full of a kind of superficia1
characterisation that the people loved them. Wher
Velasquez told him, kindly enough, to go to Venice tc
study the great masters, he did not quite understand
was really incapable of understanding, so he returnee
to Seville, and continued to paint, over and over again
just the same things, in his three manners.